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Please write us, say "hi," and send us 
stuff. You'll get a FREE Peek-a-Boo sticker in 
return (include a stamp). Here's the address: 
305 W. 39th #107 
Austin, TX 78751 

Because we're always "out on the fringes" and 
up with the cutting edge of modern technology, 
you can now also e-mail us at: 

boo- key@ma i I .utexas .edu 


ENTERTAIN YOUR HOLIDAY GUESTS WITH 

SQU INTO VISION! 
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Scene Girl—intrepid adventurer 
on the H lndie Rock Scene " Always 
stylish, always canny, always on the 
lookout for the ultimate Scene Boy. 
You've worshipped her knee socks and 
plastic barrettes, you've desired her 
perfecly tattooed and pierced body, 
you long to go thrift shopping or roller 
skating with her. You love her from 
afar, you can't live without her. Tune 
in now for the Adventures of Scene 
Girl! 



Well, boys and girls, we were all 
set to write a review of cute Austin 
boys...I mean...bands, In town, when a 
bolt of lightning blew through and 
changed everything. That's right, The 
Jon Spencer Blues Explosion and Cute 
Boy Extravaganza. This show had 
everything a scene girl could want 
from -a social event—cheap beer, fly 
guys, and bad ass music! 

Driving by Emo's in the quest for 
a parking spot, the Scene Girl Posse 
was provided with a perfect 
opportunity to scope the flyness of 
the boys in that long line down the 
sidewalk. Before we were even inside, 
we saw Chad (of Swangkee Lowtel), 
Dean and Mark (Badstreet Dream 
Boys), Ted (of Hollowbody), Ken (of 
Lapdog), and enough sassy, sexy 
horn-rimmed glasses and chain wallets 
to melt the plastic barrettes right to 
our heads. 

Enter the Pleasure Dome 
Once inside, our cup runneth 
over! Even a seeming nuisance turned 
out to be a huge benefit. One of us 
forgot our wallet (eg. ID) at home 
and found herself not only out $5, but 


branded as a minor. But the true 
Scene Girl is prepared for any 
disaster, and the offending stamps 
were quickly covered by X-Men 
temporary tattoos (X-Men temporary 
tattoos are highly recommended by 
the Scene Girl Fashion Committee 
because boys can never resist the 
Impulse to talk to you about them. 
And if strategically placed—hands or 
arms are optimal—a Smart Scene Girl 
can use a temporary tattoo for a 
whole evening’s worth of gratuitous 
physical contact with Scene Boys. For 
instance, this Scene Girl had three fly 
honeys holding her dainty paws at 
once, all three trying earnestly to 
figure out which artist had penned her 
stylish tattoos (sigh). Who can 
describe the rapture?). 



Oaq. jiiAcky Sce*e Boy cyris 

CK. f/ejW© £ro**t | 

- - ^ 

Feeling Up the Crowd 
We decided to poll the crowd to 
see if everyone at the show was as 


hopped up on hormones as we were, 
and we got some mixed answers 

"You can’t swing a dead cat in 
here without hitting a fly guy! Have 
you ever seen this many chain wallets 
in one place in your life? I’m in Scene 
Heaven..." -Anonymous Scene Girl 

"Any man who tells you he 
wouldn't fuck a four year old boy is 
either lying or crazy." -Mike L, fly- 
ass Scene Guy (We don’t really care 
that this quote is entirely irrelevant. 
Mike is sooo cute and was so set on 
this being his quote that we couldn’t 
resist. Mike’s brother, Chris, Is equally 
cute. A dynamic duo of Scene Girl 
delight—look for ’em.) 

Only one guy was a Super Sour 
Puss—really cute, but obviously a Big 
Loser. "If I want to see a beautiful 
woman, all I need to do is go home 
and crawl into bed with my girlfriend. 
I'm just here to see the show." He’s a 
bartender at Lovejoy’s; about 5'9", 
curly, shoulder-length brown hair, 
beautiful face. He seemed insulted 
that anyone would be so frivolous as 
to be interested in the aesthetic 
appeal of the members ot the Scene. 
Whatever. 

Behold! Adonis 

The highlight of this girl's evening 
came when our favorite free spirit, 
Kenneth, appeared sans shirt, nipple 
rings a-shining. He’s always been one 
on my favorite Scene Boys. 

BOYS WE MISSED OGLING: Phillip 
N., Lee G., Scott M. (aka Republic 
Engine), John S., Chris and Brian (16 
Deluxe), Gavin S. (the 1,4,5s!!!)— 
we'd better stop here before we get 
depressed... 

<>? c? 07 v & 

Overall Rating: 5 plastic barrettes 
THIS SHOW ROCKED!! 
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muhc Reviews 

The Halo Benders 

God Don’t Make No Junk Ip 

(K) 

Halo Benders are Calvin from Beat 
Happening, Dug from a pop band called 
Built to Spill, and some other guys too. I 
love this record. Calvin and Dug both 
sing lead at the same time, and while 
the Beat Happening was sort of minimal, 
this band has lots of neato noise and 
stuff, but still has nice melodies. If I 
owned a galaxy I'd give this record all 
the stars. 

-Phillip 

Thee Headcoatees 

Gotta Move/Automatic Love 7" 

(Munster Records) 

Thee Headcoatees are the ultimate 
novelty band: it's just Thee Headcoats 
girlfriends or something, and they play 
all cover songs, mostly Headcoats 
covers, and I'm not even sure if they 
play their own instruments. I buy their 
records anyway 'cause I’m a big sucker, 
and the tunes rock. "Gotta Move" is 
fairly rockin', but "Automatic Love" is 
the real A-side in my opinion. I can't get 
it out of my head, with that rockabilly 
beat, the harmonica, and Thee adorable 
Headcoatees' cute voices. The cover is 
cool, too, with a cute '60s girl riding her 
stylish Vespa scooter, so you know it's 
got the garage rock 'cred. 

-Travis 

Wakefield. 

A Teen Beat Sampler, cd 

(Teen Beat) 

Teen Beat is one of those labels - like 
Estrus or Bag of Hammers or Dischord or 
AmRep - that has a distinctive sound. 
Teen Beat acts are either poppy wierd 
stuff (Gastr De Sol) or weirdish pop 
(Blast Off Country Style). If you like this 
label's sound you'll probably like 
everything on this sampler. It's not as 
good as the classic "Teen Beat 100" 
sampler, but 17 songs for no more than 6 
bucks is quite a deal 

-Phillip 




The Slits 

Cut 

A small orchestra of wise, exuberant 
schoolchildren fall down on the side of a 
mountain Upon reaching the bottom, 
shredded and manically happy, they find 
that they still sort of remember the song 
they were playing Makes my heart burst 
with joy to hear it still. Bonus lifetime 
points for best cover art ever 

-Cindy Widner 



Inhalants 

Alright, Hit It! 7" 

(Estrus) 

This new single by the In-fucking-halants 
kicks the ass of that last one. Still has 
the great songs, but this time you can 
hear the bass and drums. You can also 
understand what David is singing, an 
Inhalants first! "Allright, Hit It!" has this 
really hi:arious line where David sings I 
wanna scream, Let's Scream!" then he 
screams "Aaaaaghhh!" in his own 
inimitable way. The B side is a great, 
bouncy instrumental ironically entitled 
"Instrumental." The cover art is that 
generic hot-rod rat-fink Estrus house 
style that sucks and is played out. but 
it's on purple vinyl and the tunage kicks 
serious ass. 

-Phillip 



One Beer Short of a Six-Pack 

Spider Works fanzine comp. 7" 

(Turkey Baster Records) 

The only reason I bought this was for the 
Motards and Cryin' Out Louds songs 
which are too good for this comp, but 
otherwise I would never touch this 
hideous piece of punk rock crap. The 
cover art and insert are full of that 
ignorant, stubborn old school punk- 
rocker attitude that makes me want to 
break the record into little tiny pieces 
every time I look at it. I'm glad old 
school punk-rockers are generally stupid 
and unmotivated, because I would hate 
for them to rule the world and inflict 
their bad taste upon us all. The Schlong 
song is a mix of a Billy Idol cover and a 
sloppy, cacophonous mess, the 
Marsupials were uninteresting, Quincy 
Punx were okay, and Grimple never quite 
makes it off the ground, although they 
give it quite a few tries. The only saving 
graces for this record are the Motards' 
"Drive Me to Drink" and the Cryin' Out 
Louds' "Joe's Drink Car," which carries 
the immortal line, "One good drink 
deserves another." Amen. 

-Travis 



Silver Jews 
Starlite Walker Ip 
(Drag City) 

My review of the Silver Jews' Anzona 
Record in #2 sounded unfavorable, but 
that turned out to be one of my all-time 
favorite records after just a few listens 
At first I was turned off by the lo-fi 
recording, but that ended up being an 
integral part of the Silver Jews’ sound for 
me. This new record is weird for the 
Silver Jews, because it's actually well- 
recorded, and I found myself wishing 
they had made it sloppy like all their 
Other records. The crappy recording adds 
a warmth to the songs that's lost in the 
slick production. This album has a lot of 
those sad country-ish songs that 
Malkmus and Berman do so well, but it 
also has some cool weird songs, and 
there's also plenty of that obscure 
Pavement/Silver Jews toungue-in-cheek 
humor throughout the whole record. The 
last song, "The Silver Pageant, makes 
me happy because it sounds like the 
Silver Jews are having a little coctail 
party where everyone is having a good 
time. Even though I think it would sound 
cooler if it were recorded as poorly as 
their previous stuff, I like this a lot. 

-Travis 


Rice 

Fuck You We’re Rice Ip 

(Look Out!) 

Rice has the bess player from the super- 
awesome PeaChees as the lead singer, 
but this band is a lot more raw and less 
poppy than the PeaChees. OK, I'll come 
out and say it, it's heinously annoying, 
tuneless hardcore. But, this band s lyrics 
and Inteligent sense of humor are truly 
admirable. All ther lyrics are about rice, 
as in the grain, and they're all written in 
the tone and style of emo political 
angsty hardcore. (Borr Against sings 
"Uncle Ben's") The packaging also has 
lots of great quotes about Rice, the band 
and the grain, made by people who I am 
sure are friends of the band. Now, only if 
they sounded more like the PeaChees... 


Gigolo Aunts 

Bloom cassette single promo 


This tape sounded really cool when my 
cassette player started eating it, but 
aside from that, it was one of the most 
heinous forms of torture to which a 
person could be subjected. I was curious 
to hear what this band souded like since 
they're named after a Syd Barrett song. I 
fully expected to hate them, though, 
since as a rule, any band lacks the 
creativity to think up an original name 
and resorts to simply name-dropping 
some "cool" reference by naming itself 
after a song will most likely suck 
Anyhow, Gigoio Aunts sound like |ust 
another shitty "alternative" modern hippy 
rock band like Blind Melon or something, 


only much worse. 


-Travis 
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Blast Off Country Style plays truly 
strange minimalist pop music puntuated 
by some awesomesly incompetent guitar 
by Mary M , spastic drumming by Chris 
Callahan, Phil Sweeny's bass and "dance 
moves ," twisted songwriting about stuff 
like puking, and especially Evelyn's super 
cool "l-come-from-a-planet-where-we- 
breathe-helium " vocals. We had a 
chance to talk with Evelyn when the 
band came through town on the Teen 
Beat Circus tour... 

Peek-A-Boo: So, how did Blast Off 
Country Style start out, and why did you 
start a band? 

E: Two years ago we were all 

aquaintences at James Madison 
University, and we decided it’d be funny 
to start a band. 

PAB: What is the Blast Off Country Style 
sound? 

E: It's highly influenced by the Masons. 
PAB: As in the secret society? 

E: They’ve already taken over; that’s how 
our country was built. It’s big in Texas, 
but it’s huge, huge, huge in Montana. 
George Washington was a Mason. So 
were all the founding fathers. 

PAB: Back to the interview, how do yall 
write such cool songs about cool stuff 
like puke? Who writes these songs? 

E: Phil and I do. Phil writes the music 
and I write the lyrics. I hope you don’t 
think I’m insane. We’ve totally ripped off 
The Fall, like for ’’The Boy Whose Head 
Eploded." 

PAB: The lyrics are awesome! Especially 
"My hiney lights up when I enter the 
room," from "Social Firefly." 

E: Hineys are important. What would you 
do without a hiney? 

PAB: I wouldn’t sit down or go to the 
bathroom, I guess. Anyhow, more 
•Rock’n’Roll" questions... 

E: Our band is so disconnected. 

Everybody's on different wavelengths. 
pAa- \i/hai wavfilenoth are vou on? 


E: I'm definitely on a Masonic 

wavelength. 

PAB: What about the drummer? 

E: He used to be in a band called Sexual 
Milkshake. Their "Space Gnome" 7” is a 

classic. 

PAB. Do yall play much in Virginia? 

E: No, we just got out of school, and it s 
kind of hard to do shows while you’re in 
school, because it’s like, ’’Should we 
practice? Nah, I have a Biology exam " 
PAB: How did you end up on Teen Beat 
records? 

E: Mark saw us play once and thought we 
were really funny. He asked us to do a 
show with him in New York City, so we 
went to New York City, did the show, 
and it was all downhill from there. 

PAB. How did you come up with the 
name Blast Off Country Style? Is it a 
Mason thing? 

E: Maybe...? It’s the name of song from 
the 60's or 70's. I don't know. 

PAB. Did yall make your own cowboy 
outfits? 

E: Yeah, Calahan, he’s the drummer, he 
had a friend that he would drive 
everyday. She was a professional 
seamstress, and instead of paying gas 
money, she made cowboy outfits for us. 
PAB: The space suits too? 

E: No, we got the space suits in Dupont 
Circle in D C., it’s kind of the cool area 
of D.C., this guy was selling them so we 
got them 'cause they looked cool. We 
have other outfits, too. 

PAB: What kind of other outfits? 

E: We have this blue one, and a 
cheerleader outfit, but I didn't have any 
tights. Phil’s got these vinyl pants, but 
they ripped. It's just as well, since the 
guy in Romania has vinyl pants. 

PAB: Is Phil in a lot of other bands? He 
seems like a pretty good bassist. 

E: I know. Isn't that funny? Everybody 
asks us, "How did you all get a bass 
player who can play?" Mary and Chris 
can't really play, you know what I mean, 
and Phil does a really good job on the 
bass. I don’t know. He’s been in lots of 
other bands before but he didn't really 
like the stuff they did. He likes this stuff, 
though, he writes all the music. 

PAB: He’s got gooood dance moves, I bet 
he gets all the babes, huh? 


E: He better not! 

PAB: Is he your boyfriend? 

E: Don't tell anyone that he s my 
boyfriend, so that way the girls will all 
still go "whoooooo." 

PAB: Does anyone worship Blast OH 
Country Style in D.C.? 

E- There’s people here and there, you 
know? I like playing basements 
Basements are good 

PAB We don’t have basements in Texas 
Is that the thing to do up there? Play 
basements? 

E: That's where we have a lot of shows, 


yeah. 



PAB: What’s your favorite Blast Off 7 ? 

E: I like the one that has "Comet Song 
on it. I like it 'cause it has that cool 
breathing on it. If you listen to that first 
single on the slower speed it’s totally 
hilarious. We were thinking of releasing it 
like that. We might still do it 
PAB: Who does your cover art? 

E: Calahan does most of it...well, all of it 
actually. 

PAB: What do you do outside the band? 
E: I work in a library. It’s a good |ob, you 
can get away from work easily 

PAB: When’s your new album coming 
out? 

E: It's out in Japan now, actually 
PAB: How did that happen? 

E: This Japanese guy who's friends with 
Mark wanted to put out a record there, 
and it was our record. 

Their first album, C’mon and Blast 
Off Country Style, is actually a 
collection of their early singles and is 
available through Teen Beat and at all 
the finer record stores 


































My Crush Confessional 

Everyone has had their share of crushes. 
Yeah, now I'm not talking relationships or 
anything, I mean puppy love--crushes! That 
neurotic, frenzied affection you get for 
someone, sometimes without even knowing 
them, that’s more than lust, and nothing ever 
comes of your feelings other than a broken ( 
heart and sleepless nights coming up with the 
"Master Plan" to win the love and affection 
of this Cod-like one, whether you decide on 
just a letter, a "chance" meeting, love poetry, | 
a phone call with heavy breathing, or just 
stalking them if all fails! You never do 
anything with all this love (or whatever); the 
enamorment eventually dies . and the 
worshipped is forgotten. Well, I'm here to 
remind you of those classic crushes with a 
bunch of my own 100% sad but true tales. 

(p #1. In first grade, I fell in love with a 
brown-haired, freckle-faced boy. I’d drool 
over him daily and get him to help me with 
my work. I ended up moving before we got 
around to making wedding plans, but listen to 
this: I found out years later (my jr. or sr. 
year in high school) via a mutual friend, that 
he remembered me and the feelings were 
mutual. Ahh...the missed opportunities. I’d 
have been married if I didn't move in first g 
grade... 

W #2. This is my stalking story. The guy i 
came into one of my classes (@ UT) really 
late and made all this noise with his 
skateboard. After awhile, he farted really 
loud! It was so funnyl After class, I checked 
him out and decided he was beautiful and 
stalk-worthy, but after a week or so of kinda 
stalking him, I realised he was in another 
class I had, and we had too many mutual 
friends for me to do a good job of stalking 
hi m —there were a couple of times when 
we'd both end up at the same place aiming to 
talk to the same people. Not too sneaky... 

m #3. At a Sonic Youth show years ago, I 
saw this boy. I'd climbed on stage and sat on 
a speaker when I saw him, and he looked like 
he was going to pass out or die or something, 
so I had the bouncer help him up to sit on the 
edge of the stage. After the show, he found 
me and praised me (calling me a Goddess, I 

swear!). I saw him now and again for a year 
or two following, and we'd talked (he d talk, 
I'd drool). The last time I saw him, he told 
me he was moving away and thanked me 
again (as he did every time I saw him) for 
saving his life. He took all these pictures of 
me and said he didn't ever want to forget me. 
1 said, "Good, let's get married." He smiled 
and I never saw him again. 
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qr #4. I saw this guy at his work and thought 
he was the friendliest, most beautiful being. I 
contemplated how we'd meet for nearly a 
week, thinking I needed something really 
great so he'd remember me. I was really 
nervous. When I went back, I was shaking and 
it took me 5 minutes to walk the last block to 
his work because I kept changing my mind. I 
walked in, gave him some flowers, and left 
without saying a word. I was even more 
nervous about going back after that, because 
what if he thought I was stupid, or what if I 
think he's stupid... I went back, we were 
getting along (yay!), then he tells me he has 
a girlfriend. It wasn't supposed to work out 
that way! 

ft #5. I was in Jr. high and he was in high 
school. He was the most punk rock boy in the 
world, and I was in love! He always wore a 
leather jacket and had a blue mohawk. Of 
course I couldn't find a way to let him know, 
since I was like 11 or 12 at the time. I just 
watched him drive by in his car and got weak 
in the knees, and if he talked to me, I 
suddenly had this stutter that I'd never before 
had. Once I missed the school bus and he 
gave me a ride--10 minutes of heaven. After 
that, I wrote him 2 or 3 love letters a day 
(not that he ever got one of them). He 
graduated and moved away, and I saw him 
only once more before his parents moved too. 
I confessed my love for him and he told me 
he was gay. 

-Alabama 


"I ^ Joan Jett" 

Because I suck so hard, I didn't go to the 
Joan Jett show I ale lasagne ins,eld 

nut,n,Z, e ? WOrsC ' 1 hear s,le hung 

out to talk to fans afterwards But that's 

wmf'her 0? ' ha< ? 3 SIJperc ° o1 interview 
with her in my dreams; 

Travts and | went to Liberty Lunch to 
meet Joan, and she said she'd do an 
interview. I told Travis to talk to her 
tirst so we wouldn't have the same 
interviews (you'll have to get the rest of 
the interview from him--sorry I) 

Suddenly my roommate showed up and 
wanted me to take her home. I was 
annoyed because she knew I didn't have a 

her home ^ (ad, " at and ««* 

I came back just in time to talk to Joan 
! Z e s . at down al a P'cnic table, and I said 
You re so cool! I bet you could kick 
anybody s ass " She said, "Did you say I 
could kick Nick Cave's ass?" I said "No 
She Sald ' " Yeah , 1 could ' i 
Pr»n4i- Why , IS , y0ur music so popular in 

heard p S 16 replled ' " llave you ever 
heard French music? It sucks!" 

Then it started to rain and she couldn't 
hear me anymore. And Travis and I went 
to the movies. 

-Lula 
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From the desk of John Webb 
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My Identity Crisis 


der 


I have ventured out in public a few times in the last month with the world- 
renowned Peek-a-Boo staff and I have encountered the same response 
everywhere I go. The scenario plays out like this: 

[A Peek-a-Boo staffer introduces me to someone.] 

"This is the famous hardcore John Webb." 

"I thought that was all made up." 

"No, this is really him." 

"No its not !" 

"Yes it is !" 

"Really, 1 thought Travis just wrote that. That's really weird. That name 
doesn't even sound real. Are you sure ?...." 

By this point I am either apologizing for not being a pseudonym or shooting 
up in the corner. 

So, just to make the point perfectly obvious, I am a real person. I have 
feelings damn it! I need to be loved just like everyone else. How would you 
feel if everyone thought you were just a few micro-electrical impulses 
coursing through Travis Hidgon's cerebellum. I'll tell you how you'd feel, 
you'd feel pretty crappy. I should know, I have been accused of being a vessel 
of Travis's biting satirical wit at least once a week for the last month. It 
doesn't bother me though, because I'm invulnerable. 

Maybe it's not as bad as I think. Maybe the reason I am perceived a super- 
realistic literary icon is because the reader thinks "How could one man be so 
hardcore ?" Yes, yes I know its a bit unrealistic, but true none the less. While 
it is a heavy burden to bear, I must accept my lot. If being unbelievably 
hardcore means that no one likes me, which will lead me to the brink of 
insanity and finally a nervous breakdown, culminating in me, eating out of 
trash cans and stock-piling illegal munitions for the day "the shit goes 
down", so be it. 

So next time someone introduces you to a skinny, chappy, boney, mother¬ 
fucker with a frightened look on his face and an AK-47 slung over his shoul- 
, doa't question his identity because it might be a touchy subject. 
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So I did. I called the number and 
received a tangled answering machine 
message of processing numbers in 
accordance to the questions I had I 
waited for the options to read out, 
thinking there was no end to this 
tormenting non-knowing, but then the 
message hummed out: "Press 9 for 
questions concerning the ingredients 
of Ban anti-perspirant." 

I pressed 9. but instead of the 
automated click of hold music, a deep 
voice growled through, "What do you 
need?" 

I told of the troublesome growth 
of early '80s T V. stars appearing on 
my deoderant bottle Expecting a 
laugh of disbelief followed by the 
kiss-off click of a hang-up, I got. 
"And what specifically did you want to 
know?" 

Well, after asking what the fuck 
Ron, Missy, and Tony were doing on 
my deoderant, I received a lengthy 
history of the manufacturing of my 
beloved product. It seems many 
companies are concerned with the 
hazardous effects of chemicals to our 
bodies, as they should be. with the 
averages rising daily. So, after years 
of testing, it seems nature is the way 


appeared, "Missy Gold circa 1986." 

Dumbfounded, I wondered to 
myself who Miss Gold actually was, 
then the second tremmor of horror 
arose when I realised that she was the 
daughter of the governor on the early 
'80s T V. show Benson. Missy Gold, 
the bug-eyed, baffled governor’s 
daughter was now an ingredient in my 
deoderant, too! 

What the fuck was happening? Had 
that dodge-ball accident in 4th grade 
done as much damage as my fellow 
students jeered it had done? Maybe 
my obsession with the deoderant had 
risen to a point where I had to make it 
special by all means necessary. Sure, 
add a few hopeless actors from the 
'80s as ingredients, and that’ll make it 
special. 

No, no. That wasn’t it. I glared at 
the bathroom mirror. There must be an 
easy answer to this question. 
Sweating, I glanced down to read yet 
another name forming behind the now 
solid "Missy Gold." It was the name of 
the hopeless fool of abandonment to 
the human race, "Tony Danza circa 
1990." 


It all started when I grabbed my 
deoderant. An itching fascination 
came creeping into my inquisitive 
mind: what exactly was the spread I 
covered my armpits with daily? 60 
Minutes and media hound coverage 
shows always yell, "Over and OUT! 
on ingredients and their harmful 
effects. What if...what if the same 
naunhtv tumor-causing agents were 


So, I investigated into my cabinet 
only to read, "Active ingredients: 
aluminum chlorohydrate." My 
chemistry out-take is limited, but I 
found that the word 'active' was quite 
a laugh; as if the other ingredients lay 
dormant, in procession behind the 
'active' ingredients. But then, as I 
looked closer through the faded 
bathroom light, I could clearly make 
out the words "Ron Howard, circa 
1984." 

What could that possibly mean? I 
squinted closer to read the 
Ingredients, listed as plain as Green 
Day’s membership to Clarol, the words 
were there. What could Ron Howard 
have to do with my deoderant? I 
thought perhaps a lowly worker 
confined to his assembly line jail job 
decided to have a taste of adventure, 
thusly taking a container of oceanic 
blissful scent, and tagging Ron Howard 
In with the Ingredients. Nevermind. 
Enough hands have touched this tub 
of scent heaven for me not to worry 
about hot-shot screen debut diredtors 
who once whistled a day with Andy 
Griffith appearing on the ingredients 
list. 

But as the morning task for me 
| to sheen my pits came, I jokingly 
| reread the ingredients, only to be 
I stunned further. After the 
I aforementioned "Ron Howard circa 
1984," there was another name 
blurring on the ingredients label. I 


My head started to swim. I could 
take swabbing Ron and Missy on my 
underarms, but Tony Danza? How 
could such a blow-out actor create a 
pleasant fragrance? That’s when I 
noticed the graphic picture of a 
telephone and the words, "Questions 
or comments, call 1-800-468-7746." 


Question* or c°r\nesn% f 

CALL. 

I- 


but as I watched, they quickly 
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advice 



Dear Lord Satan, 

I'm not doing too well In school this 
semester. I'm not dumb or anything, I'm 
really smart and made good grades In 
high school, but it seems like I just can’t 
concentrate anymore with so many fun 
distractions outside of school. I'm just 
not motivated to study, and I lack focus. 
If I don't do something soon, I'm going to 
fail out of all my classes. What can I do 
to make the grade? 

-Flunky Dunce 

Dear Dunce. 

The best and simplest advice I can 
give you is a little tidbit that you can 
apply to almost any situation in life. If 
you ignore your problems, they'll go 


away. Likewise, if you just ignore your 
classes, they too will go away. Trust 
me. 

-Professor of Darkness 

Dear Mephistopheles, 

I'm so stressed out! I never have 
any time to do anything because I'm so 
busy with school, my job, and other 
time-consuming errands. Although my 
parents pay my tuition, I have to work 
every morning to cover my living 
expenses, then I go to school to study, 
write papers, and work on projects all 
day, then / go home to pay bills, clean, 
do laundry, cook dinner, and do other 
domestic duties. I feel like my brain is 
going to explode. What should I do? 

-Tense Sean 

Dear Stressed Kid, 

As I told Flunky Dunce above, if you 
ignore your problems, they'll go away, 
but in the meantime I have another 
option for you. Enroll in 21 hours for the 
spring semester and quit your job. After 
your parents pay your tuition bill, drop 
all your classes, collect the refund 
check, and if you live frugally, that 
should cover your expenses for the entire 
semester. This works for summer school 
as well, and you can probably get away 
with this for several years, simply telling 
your parents that you're super-busy with 
your intense schedule, while living a life 
of style off the fat of your refund 


checks. When they finally find out about 
your little scheme, fall your friends will 
probably have graduated anyway, so it'll 
be time to hit the road, skip town, and 
get a job at a Texaco in El Paso or 
something. There's your next ten years 
planned out for right there, so stop your 
stressing! It'll all work out. Trust me. 

-Mephistopheles 

Dear Mephistopheles, 

I met this wonderful boy a few 
months ago, and we hit it off really well. 
He's so adorable that he made me all 
cuddly and stuff. We were one of those 
cute couples that make other people 
want to vomit, but I didn't care because 
I was so happy. Then one night he went 
back to his old girlfriend right before my 
eyes. I'm not mad at him, I just feel like 
a reject. I wish he had just been honest 
with me. I wish we had never gone out in 
the first place, because now I'm sad and 
I get lonely at night. Life sucks. 

-Sad Girl 

Dear Sad Girl, 

You suck. I sure am glad I’m not 
you, you fucking loser. Jeez, you're 
pathetic. I wouldn't give a dime to live 
your life, you big sucker. Have you 
always been such a sap? Sucks to be 
you. 

-Your Councelor from Below 









